PATCHWORK                                            "B"
I hoped that the sound of the band did not reach
her ears; but she was far away aft and I do not
think it can have. I hoped that all that she heard
was the throb of the screw and the swish of the
sea as the ship cut her way through it. Maybe she
heard nothing of this world then, and that is best
of all.
To-day we heard that she was dead. Everyone
was silent and depressed, but no one talked about
her; after all, no one had known her. She had come
and gone like a shadow.
The captain was very late for lunch, but it was
not until afterwards that we knew that while we
were lunching he and one or two of the officers
had been burying the dead woman.
The ship had slowed down for a moment while
we were all below and then, unperceived by any
of us, I think, had gone on again at her steady
fifteen knots.
Well, I suppose that is as good a way of making
an escape as any.
Now that she has gone we all feel lighter.
She knew what it was to be a prisoner in a far
country. She was haunted by the awful fear of
dying there; and she was determined, just as we
ourselves are, to be free of it at all costs.
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